FONTAINEBLEAC

said: " And now ladies and gentlemen, the tour
is terminated." A lock creaks. Glorious prospect
of liberty! You have, morally and in fa&, to tip
the guide for half an hour of mental and physical
torture; but not even this horrid necessity can
impair your joy and your relief. You had walked
like sheep. Now you skip like lambs. You dash
down a dangerous stone Staircase. You are
enfranchised. You are in the sun, in the courtyard,
in the Street. The adjacent too-touristic hotel
where you will lunch bears a convincing resem-
blance to Paradise.

Fotitainebleau, Julj.

Yesterday I visited Fontainebleau. Another of
those chateaux! All French chateaux are not on
the Loire, and this one is not. It is very nearly
on the Seine, which is beautiful here, especially a
little higher up, at its confluence with the Loing.
The French have not yet quite learned how to
exploit either of these rivers for pleasure. What
they chiefly do is to sit on them in a moored punt
and fish with perfect futility for hours. The barge
traffic, however, is interesting.

Thanks to the fa&s that Napoleon liked Fontaine-
bleau more than any of his other residences, that
he imprisoned the Pope there for nearly two years,
and that he abdicated there, under stress, Fontaine-
bleau is probably the most popular chateau in
France, just as its superb forest is the largest.
Every ten minutes throughout every day of the
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